"Norn de Dieu P'said Felix, stopping savagely. His frank, round
face expressed utter bewilderment.

"Ours/ he said to Gerbier, "is the cottage on the right with
the closed shutters."

Felix swore again.

"The other day when we rented it the shack next door was
empty," he added.

"It's too bad, of course, but all the more reason for not attract-
ing attention," said Gerbier. "Come on."

The three men quickly reached the end of the blind alley. Then
the door of the right-hand cottage seemed to open of its own
accord, and they went inside. The boy who stood behind the door
immediately pushed it shut again, slid back the panel of the spy-
hole and turned the key. All his movements were executed without
noise. But in their haste and their cadence there was an ill-con-
cealed nervous tension. And Gerbifer had further evidence of this
when he heard a jerky whisper,

"The room at the back. . . . Do go in the room at the back. . . ."

Felix pushed Dounat by the back of the neck and followed
him.

"It's him ... the traitor . . . who's got to be . . .?" the boy who
had admitted the group asked in a barely audible voice.

"He's the one," said Gerbier.

"And you're the leader?"

"Pin in charge of this job," said Gerbier,

They in turn entered the back room. The shades were drawn,
and after the glare of daylight the darkness seemed at first intense.
But enough light came in through the ill-fitting slats to enable
them to see clearly after a few moments. Gerbier could make out
the plaster peelings that quivered on the ceiling, the moisture
stains on the walls, the two unmatched chairs, the mattress placed
directly on the floor and covered with a quilt. And he could
examine the comrade chosen by Felix to assist in Dounat's exe-
cution. He was a tall, straight young man, lean, modestly dressed,
with a sharp-featured and sensitive face. He had rather prominent,
fiery eyes.

Felix pointed his derby in the direction of the young man and
said to Gerbier,

"That's Claude Lemasque."
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